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the non-com, the soldier pushed him aside and ordered us to go on, toward the barricade
The street was full of Germans. The house where Sweepers post had been was dying in flames. The ditch on our side of the barricade was crammed with dead bodies And in the cellars at least a dozen wounded remained
Andrew was walking with increasing difficulty He grew so heavy I was afraid I could not support him much longer. He was suffering ternbly.
"Andrew/* I said. "Remember. We had no part in the Uprising, You worked on a construction job at 19 Topiel Street You were wounded, but you don't remember when And I don't know you. They told me to take you out now You understand?*
*Yes, Aneri," he answered in a touching, childish vqice
^Andrew, remember not to say anything else if they question us, I will do the same Don't change your story Don't believe them if they say I had told them something else. I won't *
*Yes> Aneri.**
"Andrew, please believe that everything will be all right in the end. And if we have to die, well, one has to die sometime anyway, doesn't one?"
Madame Yadviga Z. could not climb over the piles of stores OT the barricade. She dragged herself piteously, like a huge bee.
Oae German tank stood at the lower end of Obozna Street, rigjht near our barricade, a few yards away from Scholar's grave. Another erne, standing at the upper end of tiie street, near Krakowskie Przedaaiescie, was sur-rounded by many Germans. They were tossing hand grenades into the crowd herded up Obozna Street Some fell, Otksrs poshed ahead? prodded on by the Germans at the bottom of the street A small group of women was carrying